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N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain 
Smile Walpole, or the nine inſpire in vain, 


To thee tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 


nere Brunſwick's glory crownsthe whole deſign ? 


lat glory, which thy counſels make ſo bright; 

tat glory, which on thee reflects a light. 

uſtrious commerce, and but rarely known? 1 

ogive, and take a luſtre from the throne. 

No think that thou art foreign to my theme; 

ve fountain is not foreign to the ſtream, | 
A2 Hoys 


How all mankind will be ſurprizʒ d, to ſee 

This flood of Britiſh folly charg d on thee ? 

Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 

Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs ? 

The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs; 

For caprice is the daughter of ſucceſs, 

(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe !) 

And gives our rulers undelign'd applauſe; 

Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 

And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 

W a1 LE I ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 

Her arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 

Her publick wounds bound up, her credit high, 

Her commerce ſpreading fails in every sky, 

The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme agen, 

And ſhews the madneſsof ambitious men, 

Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring fword, 
And burn to give mankind a ſingle lord. 


5 Tu x follies paſt are of a private kind, 

I beir ſphere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd ; 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe) who bolder frenzy chule; 
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Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away, 
The world their field, and human-kind their prey. 
Tn E Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and terror ſtalking by his ſide, 
Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a God! 
Stand faſt, Oympus! and ſuſtain his nod. 
The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 
What ſlaughter'd hoſts: what cities ina blaze! 
What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſeas ! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of Kingdoms lull him to repoſe. 
A p cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or ſamine, or volcano? they perform 
Their mighty deeds, they hero-like can ſlay, 
And ſpread theirample deſarts in aday. 
O greatalliance! Odivine renown! 
With dearth, and peſtilence to ſhare the crown 
When menextola wild deſtroyer's name, 
Earth's builder and preſerver they blaſpheme. 
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On x todeſtroy is murder by the law, 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; ; 
To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
Wars glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
Wu x after battel I the field have ſeen 
Spread o er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men; 
A nation cruſnt! a nation of thebrave! 
A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 
Are there, {aid I, who from this ad ſurvey, 


This human chaos, carry ſmilesaway ! I 
How did my heart with indignation riſe ! Nor 
How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! I rho 
How was 1 ſhockt, to think the hero's trade — Thy 
Of ſuch materials fame and triumph made! Be ti 
May 
Ho guilty theſe? yet not leſs guilty they, Ther 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way 3 The 
Who wrapdeſtruction up in gentle words, with 
And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords; The 
Who ſtifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art, Sc 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; How 
All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 


As marble poliſh'd, and, as marble hard, 
who 
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Who do for gold what chriſtians do thro grace, 

« With open arms their enemies embrace. 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 

« The thinneſt food on which a vrre ch can dine.” 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 

And in their height of kindne{+ are unkind. 

Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 


Walpole, when men forget to copy thec. 


HERE ceaſe, my mulc! the Catalogue is writs 
Nor one more candidate for fame, admit, 
Tho' disappointed thouſands julty blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 
May furniſh laughter for another year. 
Then let Criſpino, vrho was ne'errefus'd 
The juſtice yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
S o M E future ſtrain, in which the muſe £421! ten 
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now ſcience dwindles, and how volumes foci! 


How 
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How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the ſun. 


How tortur d texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the ſcripture laid. 
How miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 


His fins to Lucifer not half ſo dear. 


How Ferres is leſs quality'd to ſteal By 

With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal, 0 

How lawyers fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 8 

That clients are redreſt, till they're undone. K 

How one man's anguiſhis another's ſport, : 
| And even denials coſt us dear at court. . 
How man cternally falſe judgments makes, | : 

And all bis joys and forraws are miſtakes, | v 

Tuis {warm of themes that ſettles on my pen, | 8 

Which I, like ſummer:- flies, ſhake off again, T 

Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſlay 80 


But ſound: a prelude, and points out their prey. 
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That duty done, I haſten to compleat 


My own delign ; for Ton ſon's at the gate. | 
Tae love ot fame in its eflects ſur vey'd 


The muſe has ſung; be now the cauſe d. ſplayd: 
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Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its Way, 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
S uo r from above, by heaven's indulgence came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to ta ſe, to deify mankind, | 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. [1 
By large-iou!'d men, for thirſt of fame renowen'd, 
Wiſelaws were tram'd, and ſacred arts were found; 
Delire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's ref, 
| And madeabulwark of the wairior's breaſt; 
Is bids 4rgylein fie ds and ſenates thine, 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 
| BV roh! this paſſion planted in the foul 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the po.c, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue mcant, 
Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent, 
AMB1TION, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 


Cf blots, and beauties an alternate ſource, 


S Ax. VII. B 
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Hence Gillon rails, that raven of the pit; 
Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art - loving Scarborough is ſeen, 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been: 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fil's our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height, 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Wo ul v you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Why, and in what degrees, pride ſways the ſoul ? 
(For tho? inall, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
Vr doctors! hear the doctrine ] diſcloſe, 
As true, as if *twere writ in dulleſt proſe, 
As if aletter'd dunce had ſaid © tis right, 
And Imprimatur uſner d it to light. 
To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind; 
And cloſer draws the ties of humankind, 
. Confirms ſociety ; ſince what we prize 


As our chief bleſſing, muſt from others riſe, 


AmB1TION intherrulynoble mind 
Wich kiſter-yirtue is for eyer join'd; 


TI 
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As in fam'd Lucrece, who with equal dread: 


From guilt and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled 
Her Virtue long rebell'd in firm disdain, 


And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the ſlave was threatned to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her love of ſame obey'd. 

I x meaner minds ambition works alone, 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
hat not more like in feature, and in mien, | 
The God and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
Falſe Julius, ambuſht in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mask in baſeſ minds ambition wears; 
But in full light pr ĩc ks up her aſs'sears, 

All I have ſung are inſtances of t his, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 


Y x Vain! deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, ; 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Bz Where {| 


* Amphitrion, 
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Where in ward dignity joins outward ſtate, 
Our pur poſe good, as our atchievement great, 
Where publick bleſſings, publick praiſe attend, 


Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
Would'ſtthou be fam'd? have thoſe high deeds in view, 


Brave men would act, tho? fcanda! ſhould enſue. 


Brno p aprince! whom no ſwoln thoughts infla me: 
No pride ot thrones, no fever afrer fame; 

But when the wel fare of mankind inſpires, 

And death in view to dear · bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight, 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his fight 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
is peoples bleſſing to their ardent king: 

But, when thoſe great heroic motive: ceaſe, 

His ſwelling ſou! ſubſidesto native peace; 

From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to ſplendor and applauſe, 

Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 

Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 

© pride celeſtial! which can pride disdain; 

O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vain. | 
| Faro M 
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Fron onefam'd Alpine hill, which props the x- 

In whoſe deep wombunfathom'd waters lie, 

Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po, there ſhine 

In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; 

From tlie rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 


Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe, 


IN Branſwick ſuch a ſource the muſe adores, 
Which publick bleſſings thro! half Europe pours, 


When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 


mon 


Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
George, who in foes can ſoft aſſections raiſe, 


And charm envenom'd ſatire into praiſe, 


* Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
Put the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Even forms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) kedear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, nature-ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Styles Britain's ſoveraign, ſoveraign of the dea. 
WuiLEScaand Air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our Nate, 
And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd 
* The King in danger by Sea, 
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Depriv'd of what ſhe loy'd, and preſt with fear 
Of everloſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 

How did Britannia like * Achilles weep, 

And tell her ſorrows to the kindred deep ? 

Hang o'er the floods, and, indevotion warm, 

Strive, for thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ? 

What felt thy Wa/fole. pilot of thercalm? 

Our Palinurus + ſlept not at the helm, 

His eye ne er clos d; long ſince inur'd to wake, 
And outwatch every ſtar, for Brunſwick's fake. 
By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 

He found thy tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt. 

But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 
No powers of language but his own, can tell; 
His own, Which Nature and the Graces form, 
At will, to raiſe, or huſh the civil ſtorm. 


* Hom. II. I. 1. 
Ecce Deus ramum Lethao rore madentem, &c. Virg. lg 
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